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Everything Comes For A Prize 


Author's Notes: 
Axl would always make sure there was money enough for the band.. but where did he get all that money 
from? 


| don\'t own this, | just made it up. 


It was all about the money; all about the welfare of the band. If they were in need of money to be bailed out, 
or simply to put another meal on their empty plates; Axl would fix it. And were the other band-members to 
as much as speak of another gig at some new, better place, Axl made it happen. No one questioned his 
methods, and no one ever asked where he'd get the money from. As long as they could get loaded, flying 
fucking high every night, they didn't care. It was just another sort of comforting knowledge, to be sure that 
they could depend on Axl to help them get by day after day. 


Maybe the fact that no one seemed to notice was why Axl managed to keep it hidden so well, keep it going. At 
night, while the others were either asleep, drunk out of their minds or fucking some slutty groupies, he set to 


work It was a lowly, dirty, filthy work he did - but if it ensured the survival of the band, it was a prize worth 


paying. As long as it earned him what he needed, he wasn't complaining. After all, Axl had been the one to put 
himself in this position. He'd been the one who decided to put his body out on the market, and there was no 
going back. If it got him gigs to sleep with managers, he'd do it. If it got him money to get by when he slept 
with a stranger, so be it. He did what he had to do. 


Things had gotten rougher once the line-up of the band had changed, though. Duff, Steven and Slash; they 
loved the booze, jack, drugs. Most of the money Axl earned went to feed their ill-fated addictions. Sure, they 
were all much more talented than, say Tracii, but they managed to equally piss Axl off with their in- 
excitement about the band's future and progress. So to rid himself of threats of getting kicked out of their 
homes, and to pay the bill each and every month as they moved to a bigger apartment, Axl must expand and 
double his efforts. Instead of of taking one customer twice a week, he ended up having three or more paying 


subjects every second night. 


But Axl hadn't been counting on one thing. Not in a million years had he thought he'd be falling in love. However, 
it was inevitable. It started out when Slash first came to play for Axl and Izzy as they were in need of a new 
lead guitarist. That boy had such a sweet, shy and tender exterior, not to speak of his kind personality. This 
trusting, undemanding naive juvenile suited Axl to a T, they complemented one another. Axl would be doing the 
talking, and Slash would see to the listening. Sometimes, they'd just hold on to each other, as they were the 
only other one they could cling to in this uncertain world. The fondness and affection they felt for each other 


returned a thousand times over. 


As their relationship blossomed, though, Axl found it harder and harder to keep the darker side of his life 
concealed. When he went out at night, Slash would lay on the bed they shared, waiting for him to come back. 
He'd ask Axl where he'd been, but Axl would never answer any of these questions. He could see the pain in his 
lover's chocolate eyes, knowing Slash thought he'd been cheating on him. As he crawled into the guitarist's 


soft, warm embrace, feeling callused fingers gently stroke his back and how soft kisses were spilled on his 


forehead, he felt as if he could be dead. It'd hurt Slash much less. He felt dirty; and ashamed. 


That dreadful night, however, started out like all the others. Steven had snatched the last few bucks Axl'd 
been saving up for the next day's meal to nurse his own unhealthy heroine abuse. Axl had bet him up and left 
him bleeding on the living room floor, only to return to his room. This had been supposed to be a night to 
share with Slash, but he needed the money desperately, and that called for desperate measures. He dressed up 
to look as pretty as he could, wearing tight, revealing leather pants and a fishnet shirt with long sleeves. He of 
course added some make-up, because it was way easier to lure guys if he tried to look as feminine as possible. 
Then even guys who claimed themselves to be straight might go for him. And those sorts of men usually 


payed way better just to make sure he kept quiet about it. 


Axl found himself ending up in the dark corner of the same closed off alley he normally visited. He had some 
frequent customers, but the man who payed for his efforts tonight was new, middle aged. Maybe he was even 
married with kids. He looked like a family man. Axl had never seen him before. $400 was what he was willing 
to pay. So its to take it up the ass tonight, thought Axl. He nodded in silent agreement as he walked the man 
to the nearest motel, less than half a block away. As they got in the room, Axl locked the door firmly, kicking 
some empty trash bags on the floor out of the way. Then he began to undress. He did it slowly as to tease 


and tempt the stranger the best he could. Axl knew he was a looker, and he liked to use it as an advantage in 


every way he could, right now flopping his soft ginger hair out of his eyes. 


But this man was apparently not up to be teased and get proclaimed heterosexually thrown back in his face. 
Instead, he grabbed Axl harshly by the shoulders and pushed him up against the wall as rough as possible, 
causing the small redhead to yelp in surprise. The stranger demanded he'd turn around and Axl complied, both 
out of his own stubborn pride, but also a growing fear. He wasn't going to let this no body, this loser, see that 
he was afraid though, being forced. But as those firm hands spun him around, locking his arms behind his back, 
causing his chin and the side of his face to connect harshly with the wall, Axl was scared. The stranger gave 
no warning. All he did was thrust inside as with all the strength he could muster up. Axl cried out in agony; 
feeling his insides rip and tear at every thrust that followed the first. The stranger muffled his screams by 
clamping a hand over his mouth. Tears were beginning to form in his dull green eyes, but Axl refused to cry. 
This man had no right to see his vulnerability, or his weakness. He wasn't worthy. However a few spilled out 


which Axl could not restrain, smearing his perfect face with make-up. 


After what felt like an eternity of suffering; the stranger groaned and Axl felt the heaviness leave him as 
sticky heat filled him up. He sunk to the floor, hands and forehead resting against the wall. The costumer left 
without paying, gathering his things and getting dressed quickly. When the man was gone, Axl buried his face in 
his hands, whimpering as he felt blood and semen make it's way down his naked legs. His tears felt hot on his 
face; dirty track-marks going down his cheeks. Inside, there was a burning ache that refused to go away. 


Axl didn't know for how long he'd been sitting there, but his muscles protested at him for remaining in the 
same position so long. He got up on wobbly legs; with every step he tried to take a dreadful pain went up his 
spine. He cleaned himself the best he could with the dirty sheets of the bed, pulling his pants back up and 
putting his boots on. Catching a glimpse of himself in the mirror, he absentmindedly wiped at the smeared 
make-up. It only ended up looking worse than before, so he left it at that. It wasn't like anybody would notice 
what was wrong anyway, if they even noticed anything at all. Axl decided he'd just gotten what was coming to 


him. 


He went all the way home, every movement of his hips making him hurt and wince, and he was limping. The 
building was pitch black when he finally hauled his keys out of his pocket and unlocked the security-doors. He 
saw light spilling from under the door of their apartment when he reached the third floor, once again putting 
his keys in the second lock. He sneaked down the hallway as gracefully as his condition would allow, thankful no 
one noticed him through their wasted states of mind. He heard laughter ricochet off of the walls and bit his 
lip. They were having the time of their lives, while he'd been out trying to get the money they all needed to 


survive. It was only then that he remembered he hadn't been payed back for his unwilling services. 


He headed for his own room, opening the door slowly and casting a glance at the interior. He limped inside, 
shutting it swiftly behind himself and flicking the light-switch. He stumbled to the drawer, digging desperately 
for some sort of towel, or anything at all. The world hurt, and he needed it to go away, he needed to cleanse 
himself. When he found what he was looking for, he set his course to find the bathroom, leaning against the 
wall as he made his way through the dim-lit corridor. 


‘Where have you been” said a partly worried, partly disappointed voice. 
Axl tensed up, his shoulders raising as he cradled the towel in his arms tighter to his chest. ‘Out... he 
mumbled. He'd been hoping no one would notice him in this shape. He wouldn't turn around though. He didn't 


want for his beloved to see his bruised face. 


‘Axl, sweetheart, is something wrong? said the voice again, that calm collected but yet slightly uncertain tone 


heavy in it. 


Axl shook his head. ‘No, nothing's wrong. Just go back to sleep, Saul, or whatever the hell you were doing: The 
redhead tried to shrug but didn't pull it off. 


‘| wasn't sleeping. | was waiting for you. You know | always do,’ said Slash. 


‘| know.. I'm gonna take a shower, ‘kay? I'll be with you in a moment, honey, replied Axl, fighting back his own 
tears. He couldn't tell Slash. He wouldn't understand. 


As Axl attempted to continue his way, he felt a pair of dark hands come to rest on his shoulders, rubbing 


softly. ‘Please, tell me what's wrong. | can hear it in your voice. | just wanna help you.. 
‘Promise.. you won't judge me.’ whispered Axl. 
‘| promise. I'd never judge you: 


Shaking, Axl turned around, looking up at Slash's adoring face, meeting his eyes and holding his gaze. The 
guitarists orbs widened in what could only be chock, and they were clouded by horror. 


‘Axl. what happened?” he breathed. 


The singer couldn't hold it back anymore, his walls came down, as he began sobbing uncontrollably. His legs gave 
out on him, but Slash's strong arms were there to catch him and pull him close as he plummeted to the floor. 


‘ls.. is this where you get all that money from? Slash asked, his voice gentle and full of concern Axl could only 
nod through his tears. ‘You have to stop: 


And that was enough. Axl knew that Slash had caught onto him, that he'd been having suspicions and now that 
the truth was out in the open, now.. he wasn't leaving. He scooped Axl up in his arms first to clean him up and 
then to carry him back to his own bedroom. As he laid the singer gently on the bed, taking him in his arms 


and holding him close, Axl whimpered. 


‘| love you. We'll find another way. I'll get a proper job, we'll get through this. | promise,’ said Slash 
determinedly. 


Axl. snuggled closer, still crying quietly. ‘| love you too." he murmured in a broken voice. Although this night 
wouldn't allow him much sleep, he would make it through as long as he knew that the love of his life would be 


laying right there beside him. 


